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Matheson sat upon the shingle all day in the gentle sun-
shine and performed a miracle with his needle and his palm.
Luckily for us he could never be separated from these em-
blems of his calling. The miracle that he performed con-
sisted in making the two sleeping-bags into one large enough
to hold four of us. Late in the evening when the sun had
gone he had finished and spread his creation out for us to see.
He had wound a gigantic quadruple shroud for us, stitched
neatly along the bottom.
We chose another site for our house the second night a
little lower down the steep bank of stones. We turned the
boat completely upside down and banked it up all round
with shingle. The house we made this time was almost wide
enough for us to lie thwartships and, in our quadruple
sleeping-bag, packed close together like sardines, we slept.
We took turns to keep watch in pairs. When we put our
ears down to the stones that formed the floor of our new house
we could hear the minute bell-like sound of running water,
It talked into our ears all night through our sleep for, like
Alph the Sacred River, the melting snow ran beneath us
through the shingle to the sea.
I slept. And constantly waking from dreams in which I
moved among familiar scenes and faces, saw above me the
dark arch of the boat, the thwarts close to my face and the
round hole at one end like an eye. " No/* I said. " I
don't believe it. It doesn't happen to me."
We sat up in the early morning and looked at one another.
Faintly yet distinctly we heard the long, low call of the
ship's siren. She called three times from, as it seemed, a
long way out at sea, A lonely and forlorn ghost call.
" O-o-o-o-o. O-o-o-o. O-o-op " cut off sharp at the cad.
The boy who was keeping watch outside put his head in at
the entrance agog with excitement. " I can't sec nothing,
sir, but I'm sure I heard the ship's whistle. Thnse times I
heard it."
" At last! " we said.